bitten look of a community cut off from the outside world 18 3
by an avalanche. There was the continuous roar of an
icy waterfall which, though hidden from the eye, seemed
omnipresent. The proximity of the eagles, their shadows
mysteriously darkening the ground, added to the chill,
bleak sense of desolation. And yet from Arachova to the
outer precincts of Delphi the earth presents one continu-
ously sublime, dramatic spectacle. Imagine a bubbling
cauldron into which a fearless band of men descend to
spread a magic carpet Imagine this carpet to be com-
posed of the most ingenious patterns and the most varie-
gated hues. Imagine that men have been at this task for
several thousand years and that to relax for but a season
is to destroy the work of centuries. Imagine that with
every groan, sneeze or hiccough which the earth vents
the carpet is grievously ripped and tattered. Imagine .
that the tints and hues which compose this dancing carpet
of earth rival in splendor and subtlety the most beautiful
stained glass windows of the mediaeval cathedrals. Im-
agine all this and you have only a glimmering comprehen-
sion of a spectacle which is changing hourly, monthly,
yeirly, millennially. Finally, in a state of dazed, drunkea,
battered stupefaction you come upon Delphi. It is four •
in the afternoon, say, and a mist blowing in from the sea
has turned the world completely upside down. You are
in Mongolia and the faint tinkle of bells from across the
gully tells you that a caravan is approaching. The sea has
become a mountain lake poised high above the mountain
tops where the sun is sputtering out like a rum^soaked .
omelette. On the fierce glacial wall whore the mist lifts
for a moment some one has written with lightning speed
in an unknown script. To the other side, as if borne along
like a cataract, a sea of gra& slips over the precipitous
slope of a cliff. It has the brilliance of the venial equino^

